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coming to Mra,
ahortly:

The Willinm Northbridges declined
Mr. Auslinia kind Invitation with great
(promptness, bul Buxton, who (s % I
o, B, and who thought that he lim-
Helf knew somelhing of Central Aslan

“Wilding's one day

mattiern, acceplod with alacrity, Mrs,
Puxton would nlio come,
Mr. and Bra Revell havo Myved In

Tondan for years, although they are
Amarienns,  Charlea HKdward did not
know thom, so Lhe rules of his game
nllowad him lo nsk them. Yet lils con-
selence troubled him a 1itle when he
thought thnt beenuse thoy knew the
guma sel of peopla In Now York thal hn
Ald, the“diMeultles of convarsation with
them would bo trifling. ' And when
Mrs, Rovell wrola to say thot sha had
lknown her hosl's mother and thought
she must have tratted him upon her
knee in Wls early youth, Charles Ed-
ward, o whom Lhis Information was
wholly unexpected, had o moment when
he felt that he had behaved, to Slnger
nt least, llke an utter end. But he
pverecame Lhese pangs of retnorse and
grdered his dinner,

Charles Bdward's plan of campalgn
Involved more ecxpenso than i usual,
even at a smuart London reslaurant, 1le
took o private sitting-room next his
private dining-room, and lmpresscd
upon the walter In attendance before
dlnner the necesslty of announcing the
names of arrivals with great distinet-
ness,

Singer eame first. 1ic hod Geen told
nn hour and fifleen minutes in advance
of the Ume appointed In the notes of
Invitation. 1L I8 ns well to cage your
llon beforn you ndmit visitors (o your
menagerfe.  Beslde whieh, the host of
the evening  hoped that Interost in
Eastern Turkestan would at onee over-
power all other foelings In his guosts,
vapceially the vieo of curlosity.

"Well, Austin, T support you think
you're golng to bring it off. Do you
really expoect nodinner party of strang-
ere '’

Could one trust to Singer's tact and
regource? In splie of the honors at
graduallon, Charles  Edward's know-
ledg2e of history was not great; still
he thought he could remember that
Napoleon had kept the scerct of his
plans to himself,

“No,” he nnswared; “T pave It up, old
chap: it was too risky. Theee are peo-
ple I do know. 1 found out that 1 had
met Lady Emseolt pnd had forgotten
i, Tunny, Isn't 1t

The Buxtons were announced,

"It Is good of you to come, Mre, Bux-
ton, since 1 knew your husband so
slightly. Tut Mr. Singer insisted on
my venturing to ask Mr. Buxton, ITow
are  you, Buxton? Have you been

spealdng agndn before the Geographi-
cnl Society slnce the time 1 met you?
Thiat must have been over o }'t.'nr' LEgo;
lot's see—""

*Thae lecture on the abandoned ealt
mines,

wiaen't it, In July?' eald Bux-

b B fnr[;ol who brought vou”

“Oh, whal's hlzs name—T have o con-
foundedly bad meomory-—you know, the
chap who thinks he knows something
gbout the reglon himselr™

“Tou mean lleriwich"
with a snort.  °

*¥Yes, Herlwich.

"My he coming to-nighty”

Tywell, no! Chuarleg Bdward beamed.
You gee, Singer didn’t secm even to
have heard of him, and I thought if T
could get you—" He introduced Singer,
wnd Mrs. Wilding was announced,

“T am In great luek Lo geb you, Mrs.

sald Buxton

Wilding," was the greetlng  she re-
celved.

* “Yes, you aret she admitted. “T hod
to monage it, 1 can tell you, I wys

engaged to some cousins of mine for
to-nlght. But If Mr, Singer s to burst
unon London—"

“You would like to arrange: that the

sunrise should take place in Chestor
Strect =
“Fxaetly, Mr. Austin. Do von know,

T had a hard time trying to remember
where T met you? It {as good for the
soul. they say, &0 I out  with the
truth."

I ecan qulte understand. You ment
A0 mMany pmm]e. nnd T nover was og-
peclnlly wu‘rth rt‘lnom'lmrmg,

g thnu;;ht at' Iﬁrﬁl it must have boon
at your emhassy.”

'*No, I pover dincd
Charles Edward.

"Ah, then it was Mdlrs.
thought 50"

"And you forgot!” The spoaker en-
deavored to put a mildly sentlmental
note into hils voice.

“Don't'reproach me, You forgave mo
in the beginning, Now feteh me A
Hinger"

An introduction followed. Torlu-
nately Mrs, Wilding already knew the
Duxlons, 'She had collected the ex-
ploror once some years ago, and he hods
oceupled for an afterncon the place In
the Choster Street drawing-room  to
which shg now destined Bingor,

Next enme the Itevells, and  thelr
host, to his shame be It sald, almost
weleormned the feeling of security which
they gave him, The arrival of the Bme:
cott party dnterrupled  Mra, Revell's,
flow of anocdote concerning Charles
Fdward's childhood, Charles Edward,
Inwardly agltated, thought outwnn!ly
enlm enough, greeted thelr guests, and
prayed that dinner would bo announced
at’ once,

"T am sealing people a little uncon-
vontionally,” le . explalnad  to  Tady
Thnscott, who amiled vaguely In reply,
“Tou ought to be ot my right of couras,

there,'* roplied

Sackville's, I

Bul I know you will want to he next
to Mr Binger and so, If I am lo keop
husbands and wives and fathers and
daughiers apart, [ can't huve you next
me. 1L lan't rudencss.””

Charlos Ildward had  worked  the
problam out by making many charts of
the dinner-table on the Derkeley's best
notepaper, If It Is worth any one's
while to follow hlg exampit, It ¢an ena-

ly be proved whother or not Mrs. Dux-
ton had Lo alt nt his right! and at lis

left, Tawly Angela, flanked by Buxton,
The host noted wilh sntlefuetlon that
the Tellow of the Itoyal Qeographical
Boclety scemed o falrly dull dog, 1e-
slde, he would want to talk to' Binger,
who smat at his left, just beyond Mra,
Revell,

Beforo they went in Lo dlnner, Tady
Imscotl got & moment with her hus-
band.

“Frederiek,” she sald, ‘T
that young man."

“Which, my dear?”

"Our lost.”

“You knew him at Monte Carlo,” nx-
plalned Lord mscott,  with  patient
wenrlness,

"Certalnly T dldn't.”

"My dear Carollne, wo know
memory," ;

"TI'm perfectly positive”

"Then I'm surs he's all right. Tt's
absurd to suppose that n  perfect
stranger would ask us to dine”

“Tle's an American.”

“He's a gentleman, (‘nrollnn. T can
tell by the Jook of him that ho would
be In Helena Frompton's Lraln.'”

“Helena I8 what you eall omniverous;
but really, Frederick, 1L doesn’t follow
that every young man who Is a gen-
tleman s also pne of her young men.”

“Oh sald Lord Mmscett, “give 1ie-
lens o chance—"

Dinncr was announced.

Dinners are very much lke dinners
the world over, The points at the ta-
bla where Charles Bdward and Singer
were geated are the only ones which
reguire watcehing,  Austin had discuss-
ed two books, three plays omd  the
comparalively healthfulness of the alr
of Hompstead and the Meogent’'s Park
with Mrs, Buxton before ha turned to
Lady Angela. He meant that every
one, Lady Emscolt especially, should
oo that It was almost a sacrifice  he
had made in having Lady Angela next
him., But he trusted thot he could
speadily remove any such impression

never saw

‘
your

from the mind of that young Woninn

hergelf, It would gerve pooend Lo re-
cord thelr conversation: They got on
well together, because, as the later
events proved, they were destined to
get on well, And Charles FEohward kept
the ennversation =0 in hand that only
nnee did 1t Journcy toward the Riviera
and reach Monte Carln, -

“What do you think of Mrs, Framp-
ton's looks?” Inquired Angeln

ephat!’ replied her host, “depends
very much on what you happen Indi-
vidually to think of halr that color.

*1 think perhaps it was nicer when
it was a brighter red. You liked her
immensely, 1 cxpeuL All men do”

“oh, well—!

“Mother is too funny hl;hw.— eare of
Helena, You know what she s like
She gets so confused with Helena's
atfendant swalns. Bhe had greatr dif-
fleully in remembering you.'

“I should hate to say anything
agalnst your mother's memory."

*“That sounds as if she were a his-
torienl character.” Lady Angela laugh-
ed, and Charles Edward . was  again
salely across the iee, ‘Indeed, he was
now flushed with victory, It was hig
moment of pride, andilf eame befora
o fall In the conversatignal vigor of his
puests when he and I.fuly Angeln both
henrd Singer. 3

The oxplorer had Ipe‘('ome oxpansive
under the influence of pleasant sur-
roundings.

“He |z so amusing” he confided to
Lady Mmseatt, deserting Asian wilds
for the moment, cnd king up thelr
liost as n topic; “He had a inost ex-
traordinary idea for ta-night, Of course
he Qldn't corry it out when he found
he_epuld get you people. e told me
he would get togelher- o party com-
posed of people he had never et be-
fore”! Singer explained in somewhat
greater detail the humor of the orig-
Inal {den, Charles RBdward cursad Na-
poleon, %

Charles Edward does nol hesitate to
use thoe most hackneyed of phrases,
and asserts  that "no pen could de-
geribe” the way In which a chilling
guspicion crept slowly over tha com-
poany. The conversation becpme gen-
eral after noshort, but to the unhappy
host,  bloodeurdiing  pause.  Without
daring to wotch any one, he could lecl
the interchunge of cgnlidences. o
ona toment he relied on Mrs, Revell to
atem the tide, She knew who he wais,
Noj she only knew who he sald he
waus!  Through the intermedlotion of
Mrs, Wildlng, mueh renchod his lord-
ship's ear, At first he smiled rather
searnfully, but after Hstenlng oo little
longer (o the lpdy's
sent noglance at Charles BEdward that
brought that youth's oyes up from his
plate a8 an clectrie ghock might lhinve
done, He left Mrs. Buxton to sirugglo
for her right-hand nelghbor's attentian
a8 best she mlght, and turned to Lody
Angeln.

T"Well?! inquired the young weman,

Uyow, 'S 500 Are you very angry?"

“yeg, 1 am,” ‘This sho sald  very
gravely. Then, with a sudden laough,
"Ant it's so ridiculous’

wPhnt was tho idea, I hnpcd 1t would
be- nmusing.’ g

“My father hagn't your senge of hu-

Wik

murmurings he -

. Mr. Austin's bheidg Ellzabeth

MISS

o bird,

sof-pwnin' less than you an’ e,

her

mor. DIt you face the fact In the
bheginning that if you were found out
we should be angry 7'

“Yes, Tt T didn't thinlk It would
mnl.tur qulte o mmuch as It scems to
]10W<

“What do you mean?*!

T puppose now I sholl never be al-
lowed to seo you agnin'

"You only sea me now by
Ing!

"L wae o fool, I suppose, not to walt
and try to be praperly Introduced.” %

“Pa you really know any oho In
England?!

“Lady  Tutler-Warren 18 my
Eha's nn Ameriean, you know,
Is In Americen”

“Ellzabeth  Warren! Oh, but how
can I tell you are spealting the truth
now?’

"I don't know how you ecan.
nm. I don't o much care what Lthe
others ‘think.,, I disllke having you
think T am a hopeless bounder.”

“What porseased you to do (his?'

T dined,” =ald Charlea Edward, “at
the Savoy last Wednesday, not so very
far from your tahle."”

1t Lady Angela's suhsequent con-
duet gecms to any one to deviate from
that lofty standard of ladylikeness to
which her birth would seem o havo
deatined her, ot If Charles Hdward's

chont-

But she

But I

specches, ns here reported, seem Inad- -

cquate to have soothed her angern, It
must always boe borne in mind Lhat the
two had already eagrlior In the din-
ner “got on very well”

“By-the-by, Mr. Austin' Lord Ems-
cott launched at hls host across the
tuble;

“Here It c:ornes ' sald Charles "Ed-
ward beneath his breath,;

Then Lady Angela cross
con.

“Ien't it extraordinary, father,” gshe
asnid, "that mother never tolid me about
Butler-

tho Itubi-

Warren's cousin?”

“Perhaps not g0 strange,' retorted
Lord Timscott and as the conversatlon
seemed, to Include the whole circum-
ferenco of the table, every one stopped
to listen. Charles Edward says his
heart nearly stopped, too.

““When I first eaw Mr, Austin to-night
1 couldn't make out) Tady Angela
went on, “why his face was so extra-
ordinarily familiar to me. But when he

rousin.

apoke of his cousln I remembered at
once, Bhe has a lorge
him stonding on a writihg table In her
boudolr,  Elizabeth used to tell mo
nbout him often, Rut somehow 1 didn't
roatlze that our Mr, Austin’s and 2lizne
Dbeth's were Lhe enme,'

Lord: ISmscott felt! sglld ground be-
nnnll\ hls feet onee mord, I one could
not count on the untrustworthiness of
Caroline's memaory, on what could ono

count? Tust (hen a waller callod upen
him to chonse between fine  chams
pagne, chartreuse and kummel dore;

and, applying his mind tn this problem,
he forgot the other. Singer  started
afresh the discussion with Buxton on
the advanee of Russin toward Indlin,
and the dinner, reported afterward by
avery one to have been especially sue-
eessful, passed on beautifully to ils
end.

“ ean't tell you what you are,' mur-
mured the host to his left-hand nelgh=
bor. “At least not on so short an acs
quitlntance.

“You see whnat you have mode me,
You must be Elzabeth's cousin now, it
she lias Lo adopt you."

“I gwear I am, If I hadn't been, I

woudn't have let you do what you
did.!
Ultimately the story, In n sort of

way, got out; there had been, of course,
Mra, Suckville and Iertwich to reckon
with, But by that time Lady Butler-
Warren had retuened from New York,
and hor cousin was falrly well known
to wll of her friends, and wvery Inti-
male at the Emscotts', Indeed llelens
Frompton, from the beginning, baclked
up Lord Emscott's vlew of hiy wife's
moemoery.  ITelena had o sense of hu-
mar, end she had aletter from Angeln
written the morning afier the famous
dinner, In any cage, In the thick of a
‘London  scason even Sherlock Holmes
would gearcely fimd time for really cf-
fective Investigations, Nob that they
could in the end have done any great
harm to any one. Tho Austin connec-
tion in New Yorlk ig really satisfactory,
and the money g Indisputable, Tha
story of that night remains merely o
prove that even in the  beginning the
palr cared for each’ other enough o
be willing to ‘'malke saerifices, aven of
the truth—so Chorles Edward says.
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. Christams,” sald  Widow
Greene  to  her mext-door
nelghbor, who hod just step-
ped in,

“How o0t nsked Lucinda Grimes, In
surprise, :

“leg’ go." sneered the widow. “Can't
soch o thing be? Wil you tell me ef
any woman’s goln' {¥ buy a hull turkey,
a4 goose, a raft o' vegetnbles an' sech
like, t' feed her poor lone self? No, I
tell you; an’s she a-eatin' ev'ry day liko
peekin' at this an' that, as It
‘twarn't good 'nough f'r Her. I've been
riled sometlmes at ‘th' likes o' her
a-settin' herself above her kind, an’ rhe
: Why,
only thing geoed 'nmough mentlonin’'
thatl there blue chiny someun glve

when she was a girl.  An') laws
alive! she sets 'nough sturc by Ity it
only Heu:s th' daylight once or twicl o
¥e

M!as Lucindn, for her own part ,likr-d
Miss Sepsy. A good Christinn woman,
was her verdict, as she retrospected, re-
membering ‘the care Miss Hepsy hod
taken of her when she was down with
the “rheumatiz" and the careful super-
vizslon and fullilment of the househo'd
duties,

“Maybe (t's somo o' her kin," sug-
gest Misz Luclnda meekly, “one of 'cm
that's settin' down in th' dagerytypo,
with th' long black curls an® th' sweet
faee!

YThey're all dead an' gone” snlifed
Lthe widow, “She told Jerushy Martin.
80, o’ ail, too, when she teld 16 Mls'
Hepsyv's i lone woman, snmao's me, but
“Lwould ‘ve ben better f'r her ef she
nadn't been. Some folks s worse when
they've had trouble, an' gets oy crusly
ashome-made ples.”

YT 1o Mis' Hepsy,” ventured Hitle
Misz Lucindn.

"Yer do?  H—m! Well, I'm glud yer
do; that's all I've got t' suy 'bout It
H=—m, you Kknow no tore 'bout Lhe
world (han g sparrer, Lucindy, an' you
a-pridin’' yerself on knowin' so much
‘rithmetic an' jography,”

“That's gol narthin' t' do with th'
warld, though'

YIt aln't? 1'd lile tf know what Jog-
raphy I but knowledge o' -the worl”
Sho east o look of supremo pity at Lu-
clnda.

“yWell, T know 'nough t' have ehap-
ity, spoke up Luclnda, now falrly
wakoned into defense of Misa Hepsy,

fpnt I eut my tonguo out sconer n
tnlk ‘mulnst my nelghbor nt Christmas
timel"

“Yopr would?  Well, who's a-talkin'?
T'm sayin’ nuthin® ‘eeptin' what's true.
Mig' Hepey nevor had no love v ome,
nor 1 f'v her, We B‘-N' t' hum, an'
minds our own husiness.”

¥Miss Lucinda lgokod skeptleal as to
the truth of the Imst oassertlon; sho

_ Heth Crane,

wondered if the widow know whatl she
wis saying.

A ¢cart was coming up the road.
pilke wae hard. and frowen,
wheels ralticd nolsily.

“That's BMis' Hepsy's cart now,” sald
the widow, drawing the striped bluo
curtaing a tritfle back; "and the boy,
'godriving', ap’ there's-Lwo
trynks in it, Lueindy:; Some un's on
tho back seat, an' it's o man an’ a girl;
Lauckndy."” And the whlow fairly trem-
bled with excitement, "I must nd out
who ‘'us, sald she, pursing her lips
with firmness, as if-o lifetime depended
on the knowledge.

SYWhat!  De yousa-goin'?! asked e
hostess,” as Tucloda drew
ploid shawl about her slender 1ittle Ng-
ure, and tied the dark-groen bonnet-
strings more {firmly undey hor ehin.

"Yes, it's a gittin' late, an' T've U glt
fea {'r mother.,” And withh stiff hand-

Tho
and tha

shake and a horried  step,  Tacinda
Grimes passed oul.
Down at Brookdale—Miss Hopsy's

coltage—the muests were sufely imdoors
—=zcated before the brood  chimney-
place, from which Lthe crackle and glow
of the: pine logs sent forth o cheerful
weleome, Diss Flopsy was resplendent
in o blug gown and the pearl brooch
and earrings that had lofd awnoy In the
old maorocen case for o twelvemonth,

Mer soft brown hair would not ba
smogthed down, but shared her excite-
ment, and every minote or Lwo enmo

rebelliously out of place.

The tall man leancd ngoinst the
muntel, wnd surveyed her with o look
of pride, To hlm, she looked like the
snme  pigk that he had pareed from
years ago, and thoat ho had been Gaith-
ful to, in splte of fute and Its deter-
mining influenpee, Bvery time he look-
ed ot her, Mlss Hepsy's fuce bewmed,
and nocolor oy modest o8 o girl's arose
In her soft, white checks, Miss lHepsy
was tu celebrate Chrlstmas very joy-
fully this yeoar, and it wus only threo
days off,  Tressa—her only slstur's
child—hud run down for o few duys
and was quite allve o the coming oce
caslon,

Tressa Mayhew loved romances, oy
nny girl of seventeen loves thew, John
Huwson had called for her, at bliss
Hupsy's suggestion; for Mlss Hepsy bo-
Heved too firmly In hln te think he
would be captivated by the blocle curls
and bright eyes of her nleee,

Mye'll have U Invite i neighbors®
enld Miss Jlepsy. “They'd nover fors-
glve me, ‘There's Lucindy Grimes, &
good Httla Whilng as ever llved, an' Jo.
rushy Marting an' th' Colllnses, Parson
Blale an' his falks, an'—un'—"

“Why do you hesitatet?  Are theras
g0 many more?’ aslked John Rowson,
feellng o trifle timld In antlelpntion
af tho coming lnvasion by the nelghe
bors,
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